to speak on behalf of a misunderstood and misjudged
minority.
It was with this conviction that she came to me, telling
me that in her view die time was ripe, and that although the
publication of such a book might mean the shipwreck of
her whole career, she was fully prepared to make any
sacrifice except - the sacrifice of my peace of mind.
She pointed out that in view of our union and of all the
years that we had shared a home, what affected her must also
affect me and that I would be included in any condemnation.
Therefore she pkced the decision in my hands and would
write or refrain as I should decide.
I am glad to remember that my reply was made without
so much as an instant's hesitation: I told her to write what
was in her heart, that so far as any effect upon myself was
concerned, I was sick to death of ambiguities, and only
wished to be known for what I was and to dwell with her
in the palace of truth.
Then and there she set to work on The Well of Loneliness.
But long before this Sterling Street was forgotten. After
Italy came a period spent in furnished houses. There was
one in Trevor Square, Knightsbridge, where we endured
that curiously unendurable phenomenon that occasionally
comes to England, a heat wave. Another in North Terrace,
South Kensington, where sewer rats the size of rabbits
proved to be sharing our tenancy. I remember that the
house agent questioned our veracity and that when one of
the intruders obligingly died in the kitchen I arranged him
neatly in a shoe-box and posted him to the gentleman in
question. There was a melancholy furnished flat in Ken-
sington Palace Mansions and then another freehold; no, it
was a lease that would outlast everybody, at 37 Holland
Street, near the Carmelites in Church Street, Kensington.
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